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Awake,  sweet  Muse  I  the  breathing  Spring 
With  rapture  warrr3«,  awake  and  sing  ! 
Awake  and  join  the, vocal  throng, 
Who  hail  the  morning  with  a  Song. 
-■^■''^^^<<<<^<^^^^^:^^^^  - 

BY  J.  MARSHALL, 

IN  THE  Olm  FtESH-MARKET,  NEWCASTLE; 

Where  may  also,  he  had,  a  large  and  curious  Collecitan 
of  Songs,  Ballads,  Tales,  Histories,  S^g 


CRAzr  JANE. 


HY,  fair  maid,  in  every  feature 
Are  fuch  figns  of  fear  exprefs'd  I 


Can  a  wandVing  wretched  creature 
With  fuch  terrors  fill  thy  breaft  ? 

Do  niy  frenzy  looks  alarm  thee  ? 
Truft  me,  fweet,  thy  fears  are  vain  : 

Not  for  kingdoms  vi^ould  I  harm  thee  ; 
Shun  not,  then,  poor  Crazy  Jane, 

Doft  thou  weep  to  fee  my  anguifh  ? 

Mark  me,  and  avoid  my  woe  : 
When  men  flatter,  figh,  and  languifli, 

Think  them  falfe — I  found  them  fo. 
For  I  lovMj — oh  !  fo  lineerely. 

None  could  ever  love  again  ; 
But  the  youth  I  lov*d  fo  dearly 

Stole  the  wits  of  Crazy  Jane. 

Fondly  my  young  heart  received  him. 

Which  was  doomed  to  love  but  one  : 
He  figh'd — he  vowM— ^and  I  believed  hini 

He  was  falfe-^and  I^ndone. 
from  that  hour  has  reafon  never 

Held  her  empire  o'er  my  brain  j 
Henry  fled  ! — with  hSm^  for  ever. 

Fled  the  wits  of  Crazy  Jane. 

Now,  forlorn  aiid  broken  hearted. 
And  with  frenzied  looks  befet, 

On  that  fpot  where  lafl  we  parted^ 
On  that  fpot  where  firft  we  met  j 
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Still  I  fing  rny  love  lorn  ditty, 
S'fill  I  llowly  pate  the  plain  I 

WJiile  each  paffer-byj  in  pity, 

Cries — God  help  thee.  Crazy  Jane  !'* 

The  High  Mettled  Racer. 
As  fling  by  Mr  Edwards^  Theatre-Royal,  Newcaftle, 

SEE  the  courfe  throag'd  with  gazers,  the  fports 
are  begun, 

The  confufion  but  hear — *  Til  bet  you  fir  !' — *  Done, 
done  !* 

Ten  thoufand  ftrange  murmurs  refciund  far  and  near  j 
L©rds,  hawkers,  and  jeckies,  s/Ti  11  the  tir'd  ear  ;— 
While  with  neck  like  a  rainbow,  erecting  his  creft, 
Pamper'd,  prancing,  and  pleas'd,  his  head  touching 
his/bre^ft, 

Scarcely  ihufBng  the  air,  he's  fo  proud  and  elate, 
The  high-mettled  Racer  hrft  Harts  for  the  plate. 

Now  Reyn^rd*s' tlthfi^out,  and  o*er  hedge  and  ditch 
rulli, 

Hounds,  horfesj  and  huatfraen,  all  hard  at  hisbruili; 
They  run  hi?n  at  lengthy  and  they  have  him  at  bay, 
And  by  fcentand  by  view  cheat  a  long  tedious  way; 
While,  alike  feorn  for  fports  of  the  field  and  the  courfe, 
Always  fur^  to  come  thorough  a  (launch  and  fleet 
boi-fe; 

When  fairty  run  down,  the  fox  yields  up  liiiJ  breatbi 
The  high-mettled  racer  is  in  at  the  death. 

Grown  aged,  us^d  up,  and  turn'd  out  of  the  ftud. 
Lame,  fpavih'dj  and  windgail'd,  J>ut  yet  witJi  fqme 
.  blood ; 
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Whilft  knowing  poftilions  his  pedigree  trace, ' 

Tell  his  darn  won  that  fweep flakes,  his  lire  gain'd  that 

race;  ^-'''i 

And  what  matches  he  -won  too,  the  hoftlers  count  o'er, 
As  ihtf  loiter  thi  ir  time  at  forne  hedge  alehouie  door  : 
Whilft  the  harnefs  fore  galls,  and  the  fpurs  his  fides 
goad, 

The  high-mettled  Racer^s  a  hack  on  the  road. 

Till  at  laft,  having  laboured,  drudg'd  early  and  late^ 
BoWd  down  by  degrf  es,  he  hends  on  to  his  fate  : 
Blind,  old,  lean,  and  feeble,  he  tugs  round  the  mill ; 
Or  draws  fand  till  the  Xand  of  his  hcur-glafs  Hands 
ftill. 

And  now,  cold  and  lifelefs,  exposed  to  the  view, 
In.  the  very  fame  cart  which  he  yefterday  drew  ;. 
While  a  pitying  crowd  his  fad  relics  furrounds. 
The  high-mettled  Racer  is  fold  for  the  hounds. 

The  pretty  31aid  milking  her  Cow* 

It  was  on  a  fine  Summer mor^ning, 
As  birds  fweetly  lung  on  each  bought 

1  heard  a  fair  maid  Iweetly  finging, 
As  file  flu  milking  her  cow. 

She  fung  with  a  voice  fo  melodious, 
That  made  me  fcarce  able  to  go  J 

My  heart  it  was  fmother'd  with  forrow, 
By  the  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow. 

I  courteoufly  thus  did  falute  her, 

Good  morrow,  fair  amorous  maid,  , 

Tm  youf  captive  flave  for  the  future— >atr  J. 
Kind  fir,  do  not  banter^  fhe  faid* 


Tm  not  fuch  a  precious  jewel. 

That  you  could  rememher  me  fo ; 

Vm  but  a  plain  country  gir!. 

Said  the  pretty  maid  miiking  her  cow. 

All  India  can't  afford  fueh  a  J ew«l. 
So  charming  a  tranTpsrent  fair  ! 

Pray  do  not  add  flairics  to  my  fuel. 
But  confent  and  love  me,  my  dear. 

Take  pity  and  grant  my  defire, 
And  keep  me  no  longer  in  woe; 

Come  love  me,  or  elfe  I'll  expire. 
You  precty  maid  milking  your  cow. 

I  don't  underftand  what  you  mean,  fir, 
IVe  ne'er  been  a  Have  yet  to  love  ; 

Such  amours  I've  feidom  experienced. 
Therefore  your  affections  remove. 

To  marry,  then,  I  can  affure  you. 
Is  a  thing  that  1  can't  undergo  ; 

Therefore,  yourg  man,  pray  excufe  rne,— 
Said  the  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow. 

No  young  man,  dear  maid  could  excufe  you. 
Or  it  would  be  agaiaft  his  own  will ; 

To  pen  your  perfections,  in  beauty. 
Some  volumes  Vm  fure  it  would  fill. 
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1  would  patiently  wait  for  an  anfwer. 
My  deftiay  pray  let  me  know  ; 

Your  confent  till  death  be  the  ranfem. 
Yarn  pretty  maid  milking  your  cow,— 

I  pray  fir,  withdraw,  and  don^t  teafe  me, 

ril  never  confent  unto  thee  ; 
I  like  to  live  fingle  aad  eafy. 

Till  more  of  this  world  I  do  fee. 

Left  care  it  ftiould  early  embrace  me, 
Befides  that  my  fortune  is  low ; 

Until  I  grow  rick  I'll  not  marry 5 — 
Said  the  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow# 

To  fay  you  would  wait  for  a  fortune, 

Is  a  civil  way  to  deny ; 
But  I  have  got  money  and  cattle. 

Dear  love,  all  your  wants  to  fupply. 

Delays  are  attended  by  dangers. 
And  youth  it  has  no  fecond  fpring  j 

And  likewife.  when  beauty  is  faded. 
It  ne'er  will  return  again. 

A  fair  maid  is  like  a  Ihip  failing. 

She  knows  not  how  long  (hell  fafe  go. 

For  in  every  blaft  (he's  in  danger. 
You  pretty  maid  milking  your  cow. 
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An  old  maid  is  like  an  old  almanack, 
Ufelefs  VI  hen  once  out  of  date  ; 

If  her  ware  is  not  fold  in  the  morning, 
At  noon  it  goes  at  a  low  rate. 

The  fragrance  of  May  is  foon  over, 
GarniftiM  with  beauty,  you  know  ; 

All  blooms  are  confum^d  in  Oftober, 
You  pretty  maid  milking  your  cow. 

0  how  I  love  Smebsdy. 

OF  all  the  fwains,  both  far  and  near. 
My  eyes  did  ever  fee. 
There's  one  I  love  fmcerely  dear. 

And  truly  he  loves  me  : 
The  youth  is  ever  with  my  heart, 

So  kind  is  he  and  true, 
O  how  I  love  fomebody,  love  fomebody, 

I  do  indeed  love  fomebody, 
But  will  not,  dare  not,  will  not,  won't 
tell  who. 
But  will  not,  won't  tell  who. 

Whene'er  a  ftory  I  advife. 

Or  talk  of  love  a  bit. 
My  mother  always  chides  and  cries. 

There's  time  enough  as  yet  : 
But  my  dear  lad  does  not  think  fo, 

So  kind  is  he  and  true. 

For  O  how  I  love  fomebody,  &c. 
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Tlie  rmg  is  bought,  and  better  ftilli^j^  ^/^ 
^ Tis  true^  upon  my  life,  ;    ^  ' 

The  Prieft  will  make  us,  fo  he  will, 
NvXt  Monday,  man  and  wife. 

0  then  I  will  be  made  a  bride. 
Indeed  I  wdsh  it  too  : 

For  dearly  1  iove  fomebody,  love  fomebody, 

I  do  uideed  love  foix^ebqdy^  . 
But  will  not,  da^e^figltj^will  not^  .wont  tell 
who. 

But  will  notj  w^ont  tell  who. 

The  Exile's  Far  well. 

My  Country,  I  fever  from  thee  ! 

Farewell  to  thee  !  foon  we'll  be  parted : 

1  fly  to  the  climes  of  the  free, 

To  the  ifles  of  the  bra  ve  and  . true  hearted. 

The  h^ams  of  thy  glory  are  dark. 

Which  (hone  with  fuch  luftre  divine  j 

Extinct  is  the  hfe-giving  fpark 

That  brighten'd  in  all  who  were  thine. 

Farewell  to  thee,  land  of  rr^y  fathers  ! 

I  leave  thee  in  darkiiefs  and  pajn  ; 
When  brigbtnefs  againr  ound  thee  gathers, 

Perchance  I  may  fee  theeagaih. 

Farewell  to  thee,  land  of  my  joys  ! 

I  leave  thee  in  trouble  and  woe  j 
The  defpot,  who  freedom  deftroys. 

Compels  me  to  leave— and  I  go^ 


Whereto  is  ho*  object  of  mine,  i  ^  i 

My  thoughts  are  employM  upon  thee 
For  bondage  and  forrow  is  thine, 

While  Exile  is  freedom  to  me. 
And  now— ere  I  quit  this  lov'd  earth, 

The  deareft  to  me  and  to  mine~ 
Gh,  blefs  thee  !  fweet  fpot  of  my  birth. 

My  lateft  fad  prayer  ihall  be  thine. 
When  my  fuiI  (hall  have  quitted  this  clay, 

This  hindrance  that  niocks  her  defirts, 
She^ll  paufe  on  her  heaven-ward  way,  7 

To  weep  o'er  the  land  of  her  fires  ! 

77?^  Hawthorn^  ,  '  '  "  . 

LAST  midrnnimcf  rrjor  ung^  as  going  to  the  fair, 
I  met  with  young  Jarniej  he  was  taking  the  air ; 
He  afked  me  to  flay^  and  indeed  did  prevail, 
Beneath  the  pretty  hawthorn  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 

That  blofyrns  in  the  valley,  that  blooms  in  the  vale, 
Beneath  the  pretty  hawthorn  that  bloorns  in  the  vale,. 

He  faid  he  had  Iov*d  both  long  and  fmcere, 
That  none  on  the  green  was  fo  gentle  and  fair; 
I  HPcen'd  with  pleaAire  to  his  tinder  t^le,  ^ 
Beneath  the  pretty  hawthorn  that  bloonns  in  the  vale. 
That  blooms,  &c. 

O,  hark!  i^vs  he.  Nd^ncy,  to  the  birds  ii::  the  grove, 
How  charming  their  long,  and  invitin^^  to  love: 
The  biiars  clad  with  fofes  pernuDe  ilie  pa/sing  gale, 
And  fweei's  the  pretty  hawthorn  that  bloomsin  ihe  vale 

That  bloomSj  &c. 
His  words  wqre  fo  movirig,  his  looks  foft  and  kind. 
Convinced  me  the  youth  had  no  gutl6  in  his  irnnJ  ; 
My  heart  tpo;  coofefs'd  him  the  tlower  of  the  dale, 
Beneatk  the  prelty  hawthorn  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 

That  blooms,  &c. 
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Yet  I  oft  bid  him  go,  I  could  no  longer  (lay, 
But  leave  me  he  would  not,  nor  I^t  rne  away, 
Still  addreffing  his  fuit,  he  at  Izit  did  prevail, 
Beneath  the  pretty  hawthorn  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 

That  blooms.  Sec. 
Now  tell  me,  ye  maidens,  how  could  I  refuse, 
Mis  lips  were To  fweet,  and  fo  binding  his  vows  ? 
We  went  and  were  married,  and  Jamie  loves  me  ftill> 
And  we  live  near  the  hawthorn  that  blooms  in  the  vale 
That  blooms  in  the  valley,  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 
We  live  near  the  hawthorn  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 

Roger  of  Taunton  Dean. 

ON  New-vear^s  day,  as  IVe  heard  fay, 
Well  mounted  oa  his  dapple  grey, 
Away  went  Roger  of  Taianton  Dean, 
To  court  the  Parfon's  daughter  Jean. 

Ri  fal  la. 

My  feucklkin  breeches  I  put  on, 
My  country  clogs  to  fave  my  Ihoon  ; 
Befides  a  hat  upon  my  head, 
Bedcck*d  wi*  gaudy  ribbons  reed. 

Rifalia. 

Away  went  Roger,  thus  in  ftate. 
Until  he  came  at  the  P^rfoo's  gate. 
Where  he  laid  on  fo  loud  and  faft, 
That  all  the  ho^fe  was  roused  at  laft. 

Rifalia. 

A  trufty  fervant  let  him  in, 
And  then  the  fport  it  did  begin  ; 
For  Roger  ftrutted  about  the  hall. 
And  loud  for  Miftrefs  Jean  did  call. 

Rifalia. 
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0  Miftrefs  Jean,  are  you  within  ? 
My  name  is  Roger  of  Taunton  Dean ; 
My  Feyther  fent  me  here  to  woo, 
And  I  can  fancy  none  but  thou. 

Rifalla. 

To  him  the  damfel  thus  replied. 
If  I  confent  to  be  your  bride, 
What  living  for  us  ean  you  bring  in  ? 
For  I  can  neither  card  nor  fpin. 

Rifalla, 

1  hedge,  I  ditch,  I  plough,  I  fow. 
And  fometimes  to  the  market  go 
With  good  man  Jobfon/s  cora  and  hay, 
And  earn  my  fixoence  every  t.ay. 

Rifalla. 

0  Roger,  you  have  mifs'd  your  mark. 
And  feem  to  wander  in  the  dark  j 
For  fixpence  a  day  will  never  do, 

1  muft  have  filks  and  fatins  too. 

Rifal  la. 
Befides,  it  will  not  buy  us  meat : 
Odfucks  fays  he,  I've  a  fack  o'  wheat  j 
And  if  you'll  confent  to  marry  now, 
rU  feed  you  as  fat  as  my  feyther^s  aud  fow* 

Ri  hi  la. 
Your  compliments  are  fo  polite, 
You  make  the  company  laugh  outright. 
Roger  having  nothing  more  to  fay. 
Mounted  old  Dobbin  and  rode  away. 

Rifalla. 
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THE  BLAEBERRIES  j^'^^^J^^ 


Or,  the  Highland  Laird's  Courtships 
TILL  you  go  to  the  Highlands^  my  jewel, 


Will  you  go  to  the  Highlands,  the  flocks  for  to  fee  ? 
It  is  healthy,  my  deair  jewel,  to  breathe  the  fweet  air, 
And  to  pull  the  blaeberries  in  the  foreft  fo  fair. 

To  the  Highlands,  my  jewel,  Hi  not  go  with  thee, 
For  the  road  it  is  long  and  the  hills  they  are  high  : 
I  love  thefe  fair  valleys  and  fweet  corn  fields, 
More  than  ail  the  blaeberries  your  mountains  do  yield. 


Our  hills  are  bonny  when  th»  hei^ther's  in  WobtAj 
It  would  cheer  a  fine  fancy  in  the  month  of  June  ; 
To  pull  the  blaeberries  and  carry  them  home. 
Set  them  on  the  table  when  December  comes  on. 

Out  fpake  her  father,  that  faucy  old  man, 
youmighthavechof^^n  a  miftrefsamong  your  own  clan; 
It's  but  poor  entertainnrieiU  to  our  la'land  dames. 
To  promife  them  beines  and  blue  heather  blooms. 

Kilt  up  your  green  pladie,  walk  over' yon  hill, 
F*)r  a  light  o'  your  highland  face  does  me  much  ill  ; 
For  I'll  wed  my  daughters  and  fpare  pennies  too, 
To  whom  my  heart  plealcs,  and  v. bar's  that  to  you? 

My  pl-idid  It  is  broad,  it  has  colours  .encw, 
Gomlmp'h  for  your  kindnefs,  Tii  leave  it  with  yoii : 
Fve  got  Si  warm  cordial  keeps  the  cold  ivQUi  me. 
The  blithe  blinks  of  love  from  )  our  daughi&r*s  G'e»  ^ 


with  me  ? 
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My  floeks  they  are  thin,  and  my  lodging  but  ba^re^ 
And  you  that  have  meikle,  the  mair  ye  can  fpare  V  ' 
Some  of  your  fpare  pennies  uith  me  you  (hall  (hare, 
And  ye  winna  fend  your  laffie  o'er  the  htiis  bare. 

He  went  to  his  daughter  to  give  her  advice, 
Said,  If  you  go  with  him,  Pm  fure  you're  not  wife; 
He's  a  rude  Highland  fellow,  as  poor  as  a  crow, 
He's  the  clan  of  the  Catiines  for  aught  that  I  know. 

But  if  you  go  with  him,  I'm  fure  j^ou*ii  go  bare. 
You  fball  have  nothing  that  father  or  mother  caa 
Of  all  I  pofTefs  Pll  deprive  you  for  ay,  [^P^*^  » 

If  o'er  the  hills,  Lafsie^  you  do  go  away. 

It's  father  keep  what  you're  not  willing  to  give, 
For  fain  I'd  go  with  him,  as  fure  as  I  live  ; 
What  fignifies  gold  or  treafure  to  me, 
When  the  Highland  hills  are  'tween  my  love  and  me* 

Now  {he's  gone  with  him.  in  fpite  o'  them  a', 
Away  to  the  place  that  her  eyes  never  faw  ; 

0  he  had  no  tteed  for  to  cHiry  het  on, 

But  ftiii  be  faid,  L^ifsie,  think  not  tiie  road  long. 

In  a  warm  fumnier's  evening  they  came  to  a  gleUs 
Being  wenried  with  travel,  the  laisie  fat  down  ; 
He  faid  Get  up,  brave  iaf^ie.  and  let  us  ftep  on, 
For,  the  Sua  will  go  round  before  we  win  home. 

My  feet  are  all  loi^u  tny  ihoes  are  all  rent, 
I'm  wearied  with  Uavt  l  and  jiilA  like  to  faint : 
Were , it  ii0t_fQf  the  lake  t  f  yoyr  kind  co  its  pan  y, 

1  would  lit:  in  this  desert  until  that  I  die. 

The  day  is  far  fpentj  and  the  night's  com^ni^  on. 
And  ftep  ye  afiJje  to  yon  bonny  mill-town  ; 
And  there  ask  ht  lodgmgs  to  khee  and  to  me. 
For  I  would  btf  glad  in  a  barn>to  be; 
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The  place  it  is  bon«y  and  pleafant  imdeed^ 
But  the  people's  hard  hearted  to  as  that's  in  need ;  / 
Perhaps  th!?y*d  not  grant  us  their  barn  nor  byre^  ?  o 
Bufc  Pll  go  arid  alk  them,  as  it  is  your  defire.  bvr-. 

The  laffie  went  foremoft,  fure  I  was  to  blame, 
To  afk  for  a  lodging  mylelf  I  thought  fliame ; 
The  laffie  replied,  with  tears  not  a  few, 
It's  ill  ale,  faid  ftie,  that's  four  when  it's  new. 

In  a  ihort  tinje  thereafter  they  came  to  a  grove* 
Where  his  flocks  they  weie  feeding  in  flumberlefs 
Allen  ftood  mufmg,  his  locks  for  to  fee,        [drove  $ 
Step  0E5  fays  the  lady,  that's  no  pleafure  to  me, 

A  beautiful  laddie,  with  green  tartan  trews, 
And  twa  bonny  laffes  were  bughting  their  ewes, 
Thej  faid,  Honour'd  mafter,  are  you  come  again  ? 
Long,  long  have  we  iook'd  for  your  coming  hame. 

Bught  in  your  ewes,  laffes,  and  go  your  ways  hame, 
I've  brought  a  fwan  from  the  north,  I've  her  tc^name. 
Her  featkers  are  fallen,  and  where  can  (he  lie  ? 
The  beft  bed  in  the  houfe  her  bed  fhail  be. 

The  lady's  heart  was  far  down,  it  cou'd  na  well  rife. 
Till  mony  a  lad  and  lafs  came  in  with  a  fraife, 
To  welcome  the  iady^  to  welcome  her  home, 
Such  a  ball  in  the  highlands  fhe  never  thought  on. 

The  laddies  did  whifile,  the  liiflles  did  fing, 
They  made  her  a  fupper,  might  have  fervM  a  queen, 
With  ale  &  good  whifky  they  drank  her  health  round; 
And  they  made  to  the  laffie  a  braw  bed  of  down. 

Early  next  morning  he  led  her  to  the  hay, 
He  bade  her  look  refund  her,  far  as  (he  could  fpy  ; 
Thefe  lands  and  poff^ffions  my  debts  for  %o  pay. 
And  ye  winaa  g©  round  them  in  a  long  fummer  day. 
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O  Allan,  O  Allan,  I'm  indebted  to  the^. 
It  is  a  debti  my  dear  Allan,  I  never  can  pay  ; 

0  Allan,  P  Allan,  how  came  you  for  me  ? 
Sure  I  am  not  worthy  your  bride  for  to  be. 

How  call  ye  me  Allan,  when  Sandy's  my  name  j 
Why  call  ye  me  Allan  ?  fare  yoB  are  to  blame  ; 
For  don't  you  remember,  when  at  fchool  with  me, 

1  was  hated  by  all  the  reft,  and  loved  by  thee. 

How  oft  have  I  fed  on  your  bread  and  your  cheefe, 
Likewife  whea  you  had  but  a  handful  of  peafe  j 
Your  cruel  hearted  father  hounded  at  me  his  dogs, 
They  tore  all  my  bare  heels  and  rave  at  mj  rags. 

Is  this  my  dear  Sandy,  whom  I  lov'd  fa  dear  I 
I  have  not  heard  of  you  this  many  a  year  : 
When  all  the  reft  went  to  bed,  fleep  was  frae  me, 
For  thinking  of  what  v/as  become  of  thee. 

My  parents  were  born  long  time  before  me, 
Perhaps  by  this  time  they  are  drownM  in  the  fea, 
Thefe  lands  and  pofT^  ffioas  they  left  unto  me. 
And  I  came  for  you,  jewel,  to  (hare  them  v^ith  thee. 

In  love  we  began  &nd  in  love  we  v/ill  end, 
And  in  joy  and  mirth  our  days  we  will  fpend  5 
And  a  voyage  to  your  father  once  more  we  will  go. 
And  relieve  the  old  farmer  from  his  trouble  and  woe. 

With  men  and  maid  fervants  us  to  wait  upon. 
And  away  to  her  father  in  chaife  they  have  gone ; 
The  laddie  went  foreaioii.  the  brave  riighiand  lown, 
Till  they  carne  to  the  road  that  leads  to  the  town. 

When  he  came  to  the  gate  he  gave  a  loud  roar, 
Came  down,  gentle  faimer,  Catrine's  at  your  door: 
He  looked  out  at  the  window,  faw  his  daughter's  face, 
With  his  hat  in  his  hand  he  made  a  great  phrafe. 
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ICeep  on  your  hat,  farmer,  afidl  don^t  let  it  fa% 
For  it  fets  not  th&  peacock  to  how  to  the  craw. 
O  hold  your  tongue,  Sand 7,  and  do  not  taimt  me, 
For  my  daughter's  riot  worthy  your  bride  for  to  be* 

Now  he's  held  the  bridle  reins  till  he  came  down. 
And  then  he  conveyM  thern  to  a  fine  room  ; 
With  the  fined  of  fpirits  they  drank  a  fine  tofs,. 
And  the  {on  and  the  father  drrink  both  in  one  glafs. 

Covent  Garden. 

/\  S  down  in  Covent  Garden, 
JT^L    For  pleafure  I  did  go. 
All  for  to  view  the  flowers 

I  hat  in  the  garden  grow  :  [ 
The  firft  it  was  the  jeflamine,    ' ,  / 

The  lily,  pink,  and  rofe, 
Thefe  are  the  fineil  flowers 

That  in  the  garden  grows. 

I  had  not  been  in  the  garden 

Not  palling  half  an  hour, 
Before  i  faw  two  virgins 

Set  in  pleafant  bower : 
The  one  was  lovely  Nancy, 

So  beautifr.l  and  fair. 
And  the  other  was  a  virgin 

That  did  the  laurel  wear, 

I  fondly  ftepp'd  up  to  her, 
Thefe  words  to  her  did  fay. 

Are  you  engaged  with  any  young  man  ? 
Come  tell  to  me ^  I  pray. 
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Vm  not  engagM  with  any  young  man, 

I  folemniy  declare, 
I  mean  to  be  a  Virgin, 

And  flill  the  laurel  wear. 

Then  hand  in  hand  togetherj 

This  loving  couple  went ; 
For  to  know  the  fair  maid^s  mind, 

It  was  his  whole  intent  ; 
Whether  flie  vvoiild  flight  him. 

When  he  to  fea  did  go. 
Said  (he,  I  love  my  failor  bold, 

O  no,  my  love,  O  no  ! 

When  this  fair  maid  had  told  him 

The  i'ecrets  of  her  mind. 
See  how  the  failor  jumpM  for  joy, 

To  hear  her  fpeak  so  kind  ; 
Say's  he,  I'm  blefs'd  for  ever. 

How  happy  fhall  I  be. 
With  my  true  love,  my  own  true  love, 
et  fmiling  on  my  knee. 

It's  down  in  Portsmouth  Harbour, 

Gur  ftiip  lies  waiting  there, 
And  I  mull  go  to  fea,  my  dear. 

When  the  wind  blows  fair  ; 
And  if  my  true  love  was  along  with  me 
I     How  happy  fhouid  I  be, 
With  my  true  love,  my  own  true  love. 

Set  fmiling  on  my  knee. 
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So  fare  you  well,  dear  Nancy, 

Since  I  from  you  niuft  go. 
Where  many  a  ftormy  wind  does  rife, 

And  bitter  blaft  does  blow  : 
And  if  ever  I  return  again, 

Married  to  you  Til  be, 
rU  make  myfeif  contented, 

And  go  no  more  to  fea. 

The  Sailor's  Frolic, 

ALL  you  th^t  delight  in  a  frolickfome  fong, 
Come  lliten  a  while,  1*11  not  keep  you  long  : 
It's  of  a  fea  captain,  a  frolickfome  fpark, 
Who  kifjv'd  with  a  failor's  wife  when  it  was  dark. 

The  failor,  John  Hanfom,  fo  called  by  name, 
His  wife  W3S  a  fnir  and  a  beautiful  dame ; 
On  board  her  de.ir  hufband  (^e  mnk  go  and  fee, 
Says  the  captain,  My  girl>  you*re  a  iupper  for  me. 

Forbear,  noble  captain,  your  fuit  is  ia  vain, 
My  hufband*s  a  fail@r  that  fails  o'er  the  rpain. 
And  you  are  kts  captain*  pray  be  net  fo  bafe  ; 
He'll  make  us  both  r®e  if  he  knows  the  cafe.  6 

His  bedfellow  pleas'd  him  quire  up  to  the  life, 
He  went  to  live  with  her  and  left  his  own  wife  : 
At  length  the  young  failor  did  hear  bye  and  bye, 
But  he  kept  it  as  fnug  as  a  pig  in  a  pie. 

The  failor  refolving  to  fee  what  was  done, 
In  the  dead  of  the  evening  got  inta  the  room, 
And  under  the  bed,  where  he  lay  fnug  and  warm. 
She  fent  for  the  captain,  not  thinking  of  harm. 
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The  failor  lay  fnug  till  they  both  fell  afleep, 
Then  foftly  from  under  the  bed  he  did  creep ; 
He  put  on  the  captain's  lac'd  hat  and  his  coat. 
His  ftockings  and  (hoes  too,  to  make  up  the  joke. 

He  rigg'd  himfelf  out  from  the  top  to  the  toe, 
And  away  to  the  captain's  fair  lady  did  go  ? 
He  rapp'd  at  the  door  with  courage  fo  bold, 
Disguis'd  with  the  clolh«s  ail  Ihinmg  with  gold. 

The  maid  let  him  in,  although  it  was  night, 
And  jull  half  afleep  the  gave  him  a  light, 
He  fays,  Where's  your  roi^ress?  The  anfwer'd,  la  bed  ; 
Then  open  my  chamber  door  quickly,  he  faid. 

Although  very  drunk  himfelf  he  did  feign, 
Says  the  lady  to  him,  you  play  a  fine  game; 
Sometimes  all  the  night  from  me  you  do  ilroll. 
And  when  you  come  home  you're  as  drunk  as  an  owL 

He  made  her  no  anfwer  but  tickled  her  knees, 
At  length  thisjyoung  lady  began  to  be  pieas'd: 
He  then  tit  for  tat  with  the  captain  did  play. 
And  flept  in  her  arms  until  break  of  day. 

When  the  lady  awoke,  and  beholding  his  face. 
Then  fhe  cried  out  with  a  pitiful  cafe  : 
He  faid,  My  dear  lady,  be  not  in  a  fright, 
Your  captain's  been  kiffing  my  wife  all  the  night. 

Says  the  lady,  I'll  go  in  my  coach,  I  proteft, 
To  fee  how  he  looks  in  his  tarpaulin  drcfs  j 
The  failor  then  put  on  thu  captain's  array. 
And  unto  the  captain  they  both  took  their  way. 
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The  fitlor  and  lady  then  up  ftairs  df^  tripy 
Where  the  Gaptain  in  Sl  ftoM  jacket  fat : 
He  ftarM  at  them  both,  bnr  did  not  fay  a  word  : 
Says  the  failor,  I  thought,  fir,  you'd  been  on  board. 

Says  the  la^ly,  to  think  of  it  now  Is  too  late. 
Says  th«  Captain,  T  hope  you've  nothorn'd  my  p*te 
O  dear,  fays  ihe,  Captain,  where  niuft  yf*u  be, 
When  he  got  your  clothes  and  caine  to  bed  to  me  t 

Here's  plenty  of  gold,  J?4ck,  puH  off mj'^tQat, 
See  this  to  the  failGrs  you  never  report : 
There  ?.te  few  that  can  match  us,  you  very  well  know 
For  we  are  ali  cuckolds,  boys,  all  on  a  row. 

:Mti>  j^vi\:- 
The  Strange^,'  "  ' 

I  HERE  came  a  Stranger  o*er  the  mead, 

By  the  hawthorn's  bu(h  fat  he  ; 
And  fweet  he  tun'd  his  fhepherd's  re^d-— 
Hey,  lang  de  dillo,  .djiUoj^^^, 

A  filly  maid  too  near  him  drew  ; 

He  was  frefh  and  fair  to  f^e  ; 
He  ftole  her  heart,  then  cried,  adieu, 

Hey,  lang  de  diHo,  dilio  dee. 

Many  a  morning,  while  'twas  May, 
By  the  hawthorn  bulli  waikM  ihe  ; 

But  ah!  no  ftrang^r  came  19  play, 
Sweet  lang  de  dillo,  dillo  dee. 
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The  Faries*  Haunt. 

THIS'i^  fiire  the  haunt  of  Fairies, 
In  ybh  cool  alcove  they  play ;  . 
Care  can  never  crofs  the  threlhold. 

Care  was  only  made  for  day. 
Choral  fongs,  and  sprightly  voices. 

Echo  from  her  cell  fhall  call ;     '  | 
Sweeter,  sweeter  than  the  murmur^^^*^" 
Of  the  diftant  water  fall 

This  is  fure,  &c. 

Ev'ry  ruder  guft  of  paflion^ 

Luird  with  mufic,  dies  away  ; 
Till  within  the  charmed  bofom. 
None  but  foft  affections  play ; 
Soft,  as  when  the  evening  breezes 

Gently  ftir  the  poplar  grove  ; 
Brighter  than  the  fmile  of  fummer. 
Sweeter  than  the  breath  of  love. 

This  i^  fur^^  S&c^ 


IT, 


What  tho^  Fate  forbids  me. 

W^HAT,  tho'  Fate  forbids  me  ofFet 

Golden  gifts,  from  Fortune's  ftore  j 
Ml  I  have,  to  love  I  proffer. 
Fortune  cannot  offer  more. 

iVhat,  tho'  bright  the  jewel  treafure, 
Which  Peruvian  mines  fupply  ; 

brighter  ftill  ar^  tears  of  pleafure^ 
Sparkling  in^  affedtion^s  eye. 
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Hymen,  in  his  power  for  ever. 

Fain  the  God  of  Hearts  would  hold  ; 

Binding  oft,  oh  !  vain  endeavour:. 
Love  with  intereft,  chains  of  gold. 

Soon  their  weight  his  ftrength  o*erpowers. 
Soon  they  crufli  the  petty  elf ; 

Love  can  bear  no  chains  but  flowers. 
Light  and  blooming  like  himfelf. 

Little  Bejs  the  Ballad  Singer. 

WHEN  firit  a  babe  upon  the  knee. 
My  mother  us'd  to  fing  to  me, 
I  caught  the  accents  from  her  tongue. 
And  ere  I  fpoke  I  lifp'd  in  fong, 
And  ere  I  fpoke  I  lifp'd  in  loag, 
Ym  little  Befs  the  ballad-finger^ — 
I'm  little  Befs, 
Tm  little  Befs, 
Vm  little  Befs  the  ballad-finger. 
In  every  village  where  I  came. 
They  call  me  by  my  infant  name  y 
And  as  I  penfive  ftray'd  al«ng, 
Still  was  the  burthen  of  my  fong,  i 
Vm  little  Befe  the  ballad-finger,---  | 
I  am  little  Beft,  &c. 

0*er  hills  and  valleys  as  I  ftray, 
With  plaintive  fuit  and  artlefs  lay  j 
To  every  paffenger  I  meet, 
"With  lowly  bending  thus  I  greet, 
Vm  little  Befs  the  ballad-finger,-— 
Vm  little  Befs,  &c. 


*3'  ^'     '  ' 

The  Mansion  of  Peace* 

;  O  OFT  Zephyr,  on  thy  balmy  wing, 
i3    Thy  gentleft  breezes  hither  bring  ; 
Her  flumbers  guard,  foine  hand  divine. 
Ah  !  watch  her,  with  a  care  like  mine. 

A  rofe  from  her  bofom  had  ftray'd, 
rU  feek  to  replace  it  with  art  ; 

But  no,  'twill  her  flumbers  invade, 

ril  wear  it,  fond  youth,  next  my  heart. 

Alas,  filly  rofe,  hadft  thou  known 

*Twas  Daphne  that  gave  thee  thy  place. 

Thou  ne'er  from  thy  ftation  hadft  flown  ; 
Her  bofom's  the  Manfion  of  Peace. 


The  Evening  Song* 

WHEN  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads 
Shelter  to  the  lordly  dome  5 
To  their  high-built  airy  fheds. 
See  the  rooks  returning  home. 
I 

As  the  lark,  with  varied  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud  j 

Mark  the  mild  refplendant  moon^ 
Breaking  thro*  a  parted  cloud. 

Tripping  thro'  the  filken  grafsj 

O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 
Mark  the  rofe-complexion'd  lafs, 
-  With  her  well-pois'd  milking  paiL 


Linnets  with  tirnnmnber^d  noteg/ 
And  the  cuckoo  bird  with,  two,. 

Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throats, 
Bid  the  fetting  Sun  adieu  !  ... 

In  my  Cottage  near  a  Wood. 

IN  my  Cottage  near  a  Wood,  . 
Love  and  Rafa  now  are  oane ! 
Rpfa,  , ever  fair  and  good. 

Charm  me  with  those  fmiles  of  thine* 
Rofa,  partner  of  my  iife^        f  ?    "/nri^  - 
Thee  alone  my  heart  (hall  prizeljS^'^l^ 
Thou^  the  tender  friend  and  wife-^-  • 
Ah  !•  how  iwift  life's  current  flies ! 

Linger  yetj  ye  .monvents,  ftay. 

Why  so  rapid  is  your  wing  ? 
Whither  w.Quld  ye  hafte  away  ? 

Stay,  and  hear  iiiy  Rofa  fing. 
Love  and  you  ftill  blefs  my  cot^ 

FOrtune^s  frowns  are  for  our  good ; 
May  we  live,  by  pi*ide  forgot; 

In  our  Cottage  near  a  Wood. 


J.  Marshal!,  P: inter,  Newcastle. 


